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Selected Poetry* 



SO-; 



Sweet rara) TurnerVgleil to sM, 
Wilt tliott not pause upod"thy vnji 

Aid think of me? 
Or' when u wandering tbro' that glen 

Thou'll cttance to past my fav'rite tree, 
Say wilt thou eouv^ reflectian then, 

And think ot me ? 
Thou wilt" indeed ! whene'er thou'll itoaui 

Qar happy ruiiads, fehieniber me. 

And when abroad, or when at home 

I'll think of thvtX 

And Wfaei'eaoevtr fate direct 

Thy path to lead, where'er tHoull be, 
Deareat of friends, oh don't neglect 
To think of me 1 

#ar whether t bow at fartaae't tbrioc^ 

Or from adversity I flee. 
The equal bitn (ball still be mine 

To think of thee. 

Wherever chance may enid't.my feeti 

And whether bound in chains or free, 
t (till tball think of momeatt aweet 

I pasi'd With thee. 

t know when musin; and alone, 

Thou'll often give a thought to die; 
And long as memory fills her throne 
I'll think uf chee. 

id/atff J,lf 08, 1814. 

bIRGI WRITTEN AT THE GRAVE OP 
HLOR TVNVN, tan POET OF DOH- 
A'CHaOEE. 

i- O morning's bree«e the «I1 1 spread, 
.\iid sadly cross'd the ebbing wave, 

The^ear of sympathy to shed, 
I'aor Tynan ! on thy early grave. 

1 ho^'d tq £ad an urn inveal 

Thy dlijt, that rustics rudely tread. 
And iwugbt (he laurel on thy breast, 
W^le^e du<ka <uid thistles rankly spreads. 

HoV fair yon town ! compact and stt-ong 
Her apfendid stfeefs, her site divine; 

Yet would she ne'ef have &hone in soug 
If yMiH never had been tbiuc. 

And thoM, her natives bright «td Wise, 
Haw fam'd in measures mild and strong s 

Why fail'd they then to memorize 
The bard who batie Ihem tire in song i 

Reti/d from pleasure's piideful svarmt. 
Thy pensive soul; with wondViag awe, 

Held eouverse with xrial form* 
1 hat worldly wisdum never saw. 
»«J.rA»T MAB. HO. ixivi. 



To thee the spectre that couM chill 
Job's friend with fear, again appear'd f 

And on yon hijjb an4 baimted hill. 
Thy eVry doubt its spirit clear'd. 

Neglected swain! had " with the,Hck 
"Thy grave been diade," which fewcaoW 
fame, 

The marble'* permanence would teach 
Posterity to note thy name. 

But honest want, thn' nobly borne, 

I* spurn'd by- apleen, and moek'd liy 

pride, 
And sterling genius suffers scorn. 
If in aSiclion's furnace tried. 

Vet one shall praise thy parts, and nloata 
That wealtUes* worth's by fame forgot, 

When. food remcmUrance shall return. 
And foresight seem to share the spot : 

At kindred cares thro' life he shar'd. 

At la^ ol>llvtoi),piii|:.cnsue, 
Unless some poor plebeian bard 

Shall mourn lam thua ia dirges due. 



Btitifcarrif. 
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SELECTED fOETkt. 



tlNES OCCA'SiONED BY THE VOTE of 
THE TOWM^ALL MEET|\G, L.VI»R» 
POOt, JtlTT 19. 1M4. TO Plill- 
TION PARLUMENT on the GENER- 
AL ABOLITIUN Of THE SLAVE* 
TKAOE. 

(Ftam tkt Laterpiial Mtnuri/ j 

Thine •«» the triumph. Truth I thy 

strcilgth impart 4 
And give eipression to mv bottnding heart! 
Thine is the triumph, Truth! it is from 

thee 
Mao feels^nd owns, his fellow should be 

free. 
Still, mighty Truth, I see thee uacoo> 

fined! 
Still thou direct'st the cuuite uf human 

mind. 
Though error darken, an J though vice dc 

Still, like the eagle o'er the gathering 

Sturm, 
The human mind moves on — for thy bright 

Shed* Wide aljove its never .ending dsy \ 
Not far the time, when in the Xi/xt 
mart, 
(The mart of man) the Bkiton cU,m'il his 
pan J 



